needed some sort of Fascism and ought to stand with Germany,
the sort of statement you hear everywhere from men of large
possessions, and his wife agreed with him.

'Would you then go into a war at the side of Germany?' I
asked him. His wife answered, cAh, war,' she said, 'rather
Communism than war'. Thinking of other women whose
political views I had heard, of the hysterical dowagers who fear
a Bolshevist under every bed, the infatuated Hitlerist flappers,
and the repressed spinsters budding into a belated passion for
the politics of strong and lusty he-men based on the principle
of rape, I inwardly salaamed deep before her.

So I breathed deep of the air of France, as we climbed Mount
Saleve, and ate a French omelet and French pommes frites,
and then, when I had got my breath, I took a look at Geneva.

The great blue lake bedded between the border mountains
. of France and Switzerland, with their snowcaps. The pleasant
town clustering at the western end. Behind, among the trees,
the great new palace of the League of Nations, dazzlingly
white and gigantic even from the top of Mount Saleve. It was
not yet quite finished, and what was its future to be? Was it
but a whiteS sepulchre, another monument to the futility of
men's efforts to prevent war, a temple of lost causes, something
that in twenty years would seem as dead and useless as the
Hague Pqace Conference of 1907, a lifeless and empty shell like
the great Imperial palace in Vienna, that would one day be
turned into a museum.

Or was it, in spite of the duplicity of dictators and the
mendacity of politicians, the beginning of a process that would
eventually unite the peoples of the world in the cause of peace,
the expression of a human longing that would ultimately prevail
over the leeches that fatten on wars.

Next day I saw the League from inside. Here was another *
world than that of the dictators, with their heel-clicking robots,
their legions of yes-men, their hordes of police and detectives,
their eternal uniforms and orders.  Here were politicians and
journalists of all nations and creeds and shapes and sizes,
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